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Notes: Chris Hall's given name is Robert. He doesn't go by it, and Christopher is actually his middle name. In 
this fic, his boyfriend calls him by his given name as a sign of affection, and Chris allows it because he loves 
and trusts him. This was a birthday ficlet for Jade, a cowriter, whom | write this pairing with in an RPG. :) | 
purposely left this inexplicit. 

WARNINGS: Mild crossdressing (stockings), references to light BDSM and a thorough spanking. 


It took a moment for Chris to realize his much shorter lover had not suddenly grown in height, but was 
wearing heeled knee-high boots. That moment that it took him was consumed by taking in what Robert was 
wearing, his throat going dry at the sight of those long legs encased in ripped black fishnet thigh-highs. Robert 


smirked at his lover and then turned, slowly making his way toward the bedroom, his heels clicking on the 
hardwood paneling of the hallway. Chris bit back a moan before he stepped inside and shut the front door, 
turning the deadbolt and sliding the chain into place. He dropped his keys onto the table, raked a hand through 
his hair, and followed Robert into the bedroom. He took his time, wondering what else his boy had planned for 
his birthday present. He hoped it wasn't just the stockings, at any rate.. Robert hadn't dressed up for him yet 
in their relationship, although not for lack of interest. They just hadn't gotten around to it yet, their time too 


consumed by learning about each other and where each others’ limits lay. 


Robert, known to everyone else as Christopher, lay on his back in the center of the bed with one leg crossed 
over the other, his boots kicked off onto the floor. Chris approached the bed, one hand dropping down to his 
belt buckle as he watched Robert's pretty cheeks hollow as he sucked on a lollipop, his foot circling lazily 
through the air. He watched as Robert rolled over onto his belly, slowly lifting up onto his hands and knees 
before he settled back to sit on his heels, his thighs spread wide. "Happy 40th Birthday, baby," he murmured, 


smiling at him around the lollipop in his mouth. 


"You look lovely, Robert," Chris purred, the hand on his belt slowly working the clasp open. He knew what 
Robert would think of the motion, he knew that Robert would think he'd be getting a whipping tonight. But no.. 
In Chris' past, whenever it had been someone's birthday, that someone had always gotten a good old fashioned 
birthday spanking. Until, of course, it had been his birthday and he'd been the dominant in the relationship he'd 
been in. So instead, to continue the tradition, he had turned his boy over his knee and given him the requisite 
twenty-two smacks, one for each year that Chris had been alive. Now, as he approached the bed with his gaze 
locked on that lucky lollipop, his hands nearly itched to take Robert over his knee and give him forty proper 
smacks. And maybe one to grow on "But | think you'd look even lovelier with a nice set of red handprints above 


the tops of those stockings," he added, almost as an afterthought, as his hand slid into Robert's hair. 


Positions shifted and after all forty smacks had been administered, (along with many subsequent moans, 
curses, and pleas, mostly for Chris to stop teasing Robert's cock and to just get on with the spanking), Chris 
found himself looking down at his boy's flushed cheeks as the bedsprings creaked. He watched as that pretty 
mouth made a perfect "0" as he slid over his boy's sweet spots, driving him higher, yet deeper into the rough 
bedspread at the same time. He felt Robert's body begin to quiver under his and then his gaze was drawn to 
those blue eyes just before they closed and his boy arched his back in ecstasy, coming tight around him and 
spilling over Chris' hand. He tasted the salt on his lover's skin as he closed his mouth on Robert's neck, 
muffling his own cries with a savage bite that was sure to leave a mark. 


Breathless moments passed until Chris bent his head and kissed the mark left by his teeth, licking it gently. He 
smiled into the crook of Robert's neck and took in the scent of sex and sweat, of soap and shampoo, and of 
Robert beneath it all. He purred when he felt a hand slide into his hair, tucking it behind his ear. He turned to 
look at his boy, whose skin was flushed almost as red as his bottom immediately after the spanking, and 
grinned at him. "Happy birthday, sir," Robert whispered as Chris' hands slid down his legs, slowly untangling 
them from around Chris' waist. They hadn't bothered taking the time for Robert to strip off the stockings; in 
fact, the torn fishnets had added just a bit of dirtiness to the act. 


But now, Chris kissed Robert softly, tasting the cherry flavoring left behind by the lollipop, and slipped his 


hands back up to the tops of the nylons. His fingers took hold of the very edge of the right one before he 
slowly began rolling it down, kissing a line down Robert's thigh as the bare skin came into view. When he 
reached Robert's foot, he tickled it lightly, making his boy squirm around even more on the bedspread, before 
he placed the stocking on the nightstand and turning to Robert's other leg to give it the same treatment. Both 
stockings on the bedside table, Chris curled up next to his lover, drawing him into his arms, and whispered, 
"Thank you," into his ear. This was the best birthday he could remember having in a long time, even though 
he'd dreaded turning 40 for the longest time. 


